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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Noticed a new development in the Dreyfus case. 
The thing is getting a bit monotonous, anyway; something ought 
to be done to liven up the sensation. Say justice—or—well— 
something. 

GETTING DULL. 


As, day by day, “‘ L’ Affaire Dreyfus ”’ 
Unfolds itself to view, 
The Army’s game of fast and loose 
Much lacks in phases new ; 
A strange monotony has got 
Our “lively ’’ friends in thrall— 
More forgeries, I think, are what 
Is requisite—that’s all. 


Bad case of assault I saw—Australia trying to beat her mother. It 
was only ina yacht race, however, and the mother country was 
able to hold her own, afterall. The Maid of Kent did it for her, 
with three wins to none. Got down to Whitby afterwards, and 
saw the Cedmon memorial ‘‘unveiled’’ (so to speak) after the 
Poet Laureate had “‘ spoken a piece.’”’ Down to Dartmouth also 
to witness the laying of the topstone of the new storage reservoir at 
Burrator, and likewise up the Yungfrau as far as the Eiger glacier 
by the new railway. Heard Esterhazy had been found, so slept 
comfortably. 


Thursday.—Heard that the Emperor of China (poor chap !) had 
‘fled.””. How about those edicts, 1 wonder! They were very good 
edicts, indeed—in fact, too good to be true, I’m afraid. Took a 
run out of England into France, out of France into Spain, and 
welcomed Cervera home again. Seemed rather sore against the 
Minister of Marine—wouldn’t ride in his carriage. Went to the 
Ilex Club Swimming Contest at St. George’s Hall, Buckingham 
Palace Road. Thought it all very pretty and proper—ornamental 
and useful. Then to Brock’s Benefit in the evening at the Crystal 
Palace, of course. Fine display—also, of course. 


Friday.—Passed the day going round the revision courts. 
Curious and interesting (not to say endless) study—how we get our 
votes and how we lose them, or don’t get them all, or get them 
when we’re not entitled to them, sometimes getting them long after 
we are dead. Made my way over to Fashoda afterwards, being a 
little tired of not hearing anything. Found Sir Herbert (as he 
then was) just leaving. He'd found the gay Marchand there, and 
as that gentleman refused to depart, Sir H. departed himself, 
leaving his tail behind him, however, in the shape of all his soldiers 
and the flags of Egypt and Britain hoisted. The rest is—diplo- 
macy, and much good may it do us! 


AT 
NOTICE. 





| 


-The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary 





. THAT'S ALL. 

The Sirdar to Fashoda came ~ 
With gunboats in procession, 

And found Marchand, of Congo fame, 
In virtual possession ; 

He took no steps to raise a scare 
Or get a game of brag up, 

He simply left some soldiers there 
And ran the British flag up. 


Saturday.—Went and had a real good talk to the Powers about 
Crete. After a lot of talk got them to agree to pull together, and 
settle the business. Left them apparently determined to stick 
to their words, but—well, goodness knows how long its going to 
last! The Turks are very much frightened, anyway; one can see it 
by the alacrity with which they are handing over the wrong people 
in shoals, and giving up quite a dozen or so antiquated and useless 
guns. Bless your heart, the British Lion's a beggar when he’s once 
roused. Met the Peace Commission on its way to Paris to settle 
how lightly America is to let Spain off. Went over to Amsterdam 
to have a good look at the show of Rembrandts, but hurried back 
(disguised as a vigilance committee person) to join in the discussion 
of ladies’ swimming costume (for competition). Very wise and 
useful discussion, and wise and useful decision arrived at. 


Monday.—Had rather a jolly time with English officers, officials, 
etc.,on the Nile-—'‘coming home” after some years’ hard work, 
and looking forward to the good times they have earned well. 
Called on the Government Committee on the Dreyfus affair at Paris 
and told them, for goodness sake, to hurry up. They said they 
would, and immediately agreed to revision. So far so good, and I 
left them to go and help open the Baptist Assembly at Nottingham, 
hurrying from there back to Egypt to — J. Grenfel review 
the troops at Omdurman. Then home to after a rather hard 
day .ravelling. + 

Tuesday.—Attended the {Church Congress, Then St. James's 
Hall rehearsal for the Leeds Festival, which I saw and heard 
through to the end. After that went round to Cook's, and chatted 
over the arrangements for the Kaizer’s trip to Palestine, etc. Glad 
Cook’s got the job—seems the right thing. 


FITNESS. 


The Kaiser is off for a trip, 
A personal, private diversion ; 
And Cook has accepted the tip 
To make it a Cook’s Excursion ; 
The thing will be managed with skill, 
And it’s right that one (s0'I’m instructed) 
Who's conduct’s so personal, will 
Be personally conducted. 
THE Sporrer. 
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Jack in the Box. 
JouN Butt (to Russia) :— 


I sarp, while Li is highly placed 
I cannot boss the show— 
I said that Li must be disgraced, 
I said that Li must go. 
I said while he is at the helm 
Reform he’ll still prevent— 
I said, that man I cannot trust, 
T also said that go he must— 


Russia : — 
Exactly! And he went? 


JOHN Butt :— 


You egged him on! I am not blind! 
I saw you at his back; 
I recognised your artful mind, 
Your diplomatic knack. 
I saw at once that I must take 
The lead, the cat to bell— 
I cannot sing for ever small, 
I, therefore, said that Li must fall! 


Russia :-— 
Exactly ! And he fell ? 


JOHN BULL :— 


I trust you recognise at last 
That I’m too strong for you— 
When once the die is really cast 
I see the matter through. 
This Li Hung Chang stood firm as rock 
For all the world to see— 
Isimply blew his pow’r away— 
And whereis Li Hung Chang to-day? 


Russia :— 
Exactly ! Where is he? 


JOHN BULL :— 


You’ll see how I shall run affairs, 
Reform will now proceed— 
You gave yourself confounded airs, 
But now I’ve got the lead. 
Now China will be, like Japan, 
Extremely up to date— 
To heights unscaled will China 


range ; 
You wait, and you will see the 
change— 
RUSSIA :-— 


Exactly! I will wait! 


JOHN BULL :— 
The Emperor I’ve made my friend, 
I'll help him at his need— 
His country, too, I shall defend 
Against the nations’ greed. 
I’ll run his realm on modern lines, 
His people shall be free— 
In fact, I'll bring him up to date, 
You'll see how he will legislate— 


Russia :— 
Exactly! I shall see ! 


JOHN BuLt:— 


He'll do his very best for trade, 
The Mandarins he’ll floor— 
His Council, then, will be afraid 
To close the open door. 
He will not favour any one, 
He'll be so well advised, 
In fact, you'll be surprised to see 
How quickly he will learn from me— 
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TOMMY GETS THE BEST OF IT. 


Mamma.—‘ Well, Tommy, you know no one will love you if you are so naughty.” 
Tommy.— Satan will. He loves naughty boys best.” 








JOHN BULL :— 
Ah, yes, the Emperor’s a youth 
Who's worth a helping hand ; 
His taste for goodness and for truth 
You did not understand. 
You're clever, but you are not wise, 
Your outlook is but dim— 


(Bull looks round and is surprised to see 
Dowager Empress sitting on Throne.) 


But, bless me, where’s my pupil gone, 
Just now that throne he sat upon— 


Tue Empress DOWAGER :— 
Just so! I’ve sat on him! 


Empress DowaGer (to Bull) :— 


My friend, you’re going far too fast, 
‘‘ Enough” ’s our largest “‘ feast '’— 
Your pace out here could never last 
The West can’t teach the Kast 











My good friend Li you cast aside, 
I saw his fall with pain— 
But see, I merely touch a spring, 
He comes up fresh as anything— 


Li Huna se AW = up from 


Ah! Here we are again | 


Russia (in high glee, to Bull) :— 


Ah, Bull, my boy, I think you said 
That you had got the lead— 
You run so fast you lose your head, 
And then you run to seed. 
The game onee more is in my hands, 
I’m sure you will agree ; 
In future I shall rule the roast, 
Despite your Rule Britannia, boast. 


Bown (angrily) :— 


Oh. will you ? We shall see! 
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THE SHOOTING SEASON IS NOW FULL ON. 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
FRANKI’S DELIRIUM. 
His friends look on with mild surprise, 


A yor into atr dissolves, 
daily vary 
watl Torsone, as her wheel revolves, 
Wane: 
everyone must sit as tight 


As everyone can sit, 
For right is wrong and wrong ts right 
When Franki has a ft. 


a“ he, like some wilful elf, 

n sloth pretends to languish ; 

Then laughs and madly bites himself, 
And howls with bitter anguish— 

Wtth wrathful shrieks he then may rise 
Both friends and foes to hit— 

Ah, Ufe becomes one great surprise 
When Franki has a fit. 


The weakly quake, the mighty frown, 
When branki grows aggressive ; 

It takes a world to calm him down, 
His ardour’s 80 excessive, 

Volcanoes we are apt to curse, 
Cyclones we blame a bit— 

But, oh, the damage done is worse 
When Franki has a fit, 


As everyone knows, Franki ie a witty, brave, irritable, slightly 
ridiculous, but very artistic animal. He is especially noted for 
his very excellent “‘ taste,” and, speaking generally, he has tasted 
nearly everything and everybody. In fact, as one may say, as an 
incorrigible taster he is bad to beat. Owing, however, to his last 
tasting expedition having been a bit of a frost, he has of late years 
lain low and gone in for moral reform. 


Unfortunately, in spite of his wit and valour, he is subject to fits, 
which cause him to break out from time to time in the very wildest 
manner possible. The fits from which he suffers vary very much 
in character, but, as they are invariably of a bad character, his 
friends and his enemies, especially his enemies, take an interest in 
him that is almost painful in its disinterested intensity. 


Well, one day he was heard shouting wildly “A bas Dreyfus! 
A bas Zola!! A bas everybody!!! A million to one, bas one!” 
and ‘‘ Vive l’ Armée!” and was seen to be slapping his chest and 


his forehead, and gesticulating publicly. 

“Ah!” said Puff Tupp, as he twirled his moustache in his own 
inimitable manner, ‘now, we—er—so to speak—er—shall not be— 
er——.”” 

“Cut it short, old man!" interrupted Bowski; “ we know what 
you are going to say and we've heard it before, and it never was 
original, But you're quite right for once; we shan’t!” 

** Yes, I really fear we shan’t,” cried Hungri. 

“T’m sure we shan’t!"’ echoed It Ali; “I never thought we 
should, But what does Bool say?’’ 

‘* Well,” replied Bowski, “I met old Bool yesterday, and he said 
something about ‘ blessing a narrow streak ’ and ‘ woulding it were 
a whole Atlantic wide.’ He also remarked that if the four quarters 
of the world came in arms he would meet them half-way, or words 
to that effect. He added that he had broken them on the land and 
driven them on the seas. Dooced poetical Bool was, and beastly 
unpleasant.” 

“ Yes,” said Puff Tupp, “ that’s what makes me so mad!” 

“Oh, that’s it, is it?’’ muttered Bowski; “I’ve noticed you are a 
little odd at times.” 

“ Yes, that’s it!” re Puff Tupp, blissfully unconscious of 
Bowski’s chaff. ‘“ Bool is out of it, so to speak. No frontiers to 
guard, don’t you know; all the benefits of bourhood without 
the expense. And I can’t stand his poetry, edifIcan. I like 
my aR Pte | pos this—you know ——” 

“* Yes, I know,” cried Bowski; “but I’m not much on poetry of 
any kind myself, so don’t read it, there’s a good fellow.” 

** Bool’s an insulated beast,” cried Puff Tupp, “that’s what Bool 
8 ! ? 

“‘ Well, it’s no good calling names, anyway,” muttered Bowski ; 
“T don’t like the look of things at all.” 

“Ah, you see!” retorted Puff Tupp, “I told you so. For you to 
choose such an unreliable republican for an ally was a mistake. If 
you must ally—well—'’pon my word—dash it all—don’t you know 

one does’t like to praise oneself—but really!" and poor Puff Tupp 

™ led =v ‘ th on " So» a} elf sat : ry _ | 
justly not 


“Morning, gentlemen, morning!” cried Bool, as he sauntered 
towards the group. ‘ How’s the patient now?” 

“Raving,” said Bowski; ‘‘madasa hatter! Listen to him!” 
And from far away came shouts of ‘‘A bas Patyde Clam! A bas 
Henry! A bas Esterhazy! Vive l’Armée!” 

“Nice useful ally, ain't he?”’ murmured Bool. ‘ Nice com- 

ion for quiet honey-sucker, eh, Bowski ?” 

“ Ah,” said Bowski, “if you come to that we can’t have every- 


! ” 
i ?” retorted Bool. ‘‘ Jolly glad you’ve found-that out at 
last. But I say, Puff Tupp, you'll have to keep a sharp look out, my 
boy, he’ll be over your frontier before you can say Bismarck!” 

‘* Will he?” snapped Puff Tupp. ‘“ More likely he'll be wanting 
Egypt!” 

2 Famph !’ said Bool. ‘ Well, bless the narrow streak, I would 
it were——.”’ 

“« Blow the narrow streak!’’ yelled Puff Tupp. ‘‘ Here he comes!” 
and, shouting vigorously, Franki joined the family circle. 

‘* Really, Franki,”” murmured Puff Tupp, ‘‘I didn’t wish to be 
rude, but if you could restrain yourself a little——.” 

‘“ Restrain myself!’’ screamed Franki; ‘‘ a bas tng 

“‘ My dear fellow!’ cried Bowski, Bool, Hungri, and It Ali 
simultaneously. 

Franki, however, was not to be pacified; but calling out that he 
was betrayed, ruined, and altogether out of sorts, he declared that 
there was only one Justice, and that was blind Justice with the 
blinds down; that a dossier was a dossier, no matter who forged it ; 
that Panama and Zola were at the bottom of it all! Then crying 
hastily, ‘“‘A bas Revision!” and making a hasty barricade, he 
suddenly, to the dismay of everybody, struck a Corsican attitude, 
and declared himself a Saviour of Society ! 

And then——but that is another story! 

















Do(e)lorous. 


First Tradesman.— How is trade?” 
Second Ditto.— Stag-nant.”’ 
First Ditto.—*“ Deer ! deer ! that’s very bad, old buck!” 
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A HOMELY SUBJECT. 


, , _ , . , ’ . 
“There's no place like home, my gel; it gives ye that.’ere sens 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr, “Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


INTEREST in the Fashoda affair ain’t 
likely to flag jist yet, konsiderin’ that 
there is three flags flyin’ there—the 
British, the Egyptian, and the French. 
Seems a bit mixed,don’tit? I don’t 
know much about sich things, but, in 
my opinyun, all this fuss will “‘end in 
nothink,”’ as the boy sed when ’e got to 
the end of ’is sossige-roll an’ found no 
sossige there. Anyway, so long as 
Kitchener is at ’and, I bet our interests 
will be looked arter, right enough ; ’e’s 
a grate Man in more ways than one, an’ 
’is country is gratefull to ’im, hence the 
peerage, wich he thoroughly deserves. 

That blessed China is a confounded 
noosance! Is the Emperor dead or not ? 
The papers tork about ‘‘a grave situa- 
tion,’”’ which sounds as if ’e was, but no 
one really seems to know. Li Hung 
Chang, I’m sorry to say, seems to ’ave 
got the hupper ’and; but there’s no 
tellin’ ’ow soon ’e may loose ’is footin’, 
an’ very likely ’ave a fall that ’e’ll never 
recover from. ’E’s ’ad one or two “ crop- 
pers,” but, like a indiarubber ball, ’as 
bounced up agin; there’s too much 
** bounce ”’ about ’im. 

There seems a chance of the Dreyfus 
scandal bein’ cleared up, an’ “ the 
game’’—so far as pore Dreyfus is 
concerned—is_ sertinly ‘‘worth the 
(s)jcandal”; but there’ll be some 
pretty xposhures! Publick opinyun is 
veerin’ round in ’is quarter, but French 
publick opinyun is as shaky as a lump 
of jelly; but “I ’opes for the best,” 
as the young man remarked who was 
doubtful wich to pick out of three gals. 

I see a Post-office sorter, aged 25, at 
Shepherd’s Bush Post Office, has been 
kommitted for trial on charges of stealin’ 
jewellery sent by post. Though p’r’aps 
not a ‘‘ jewel of a man,” at the same, if, 
as ’e states, ’e ‘is only paid twelve 
shillin’s a week, I calls it a crool shame, 
for it ain’t a livin’ wage. 

The Recorder of Dublin ’as presented 
Mr. Thomas Mangan, on behalf of ’Er 
Majesty, with the Queen's photograph 
in a frame, with the royal autograph 
attached, because for the last 60 years 
’e’as made the hosiery for the English 
Royal Family, ’e bein’ in the employ- 
ment of Messrs. Smyth and Company, 
of Balbriggan. A de-leg-cate compler- 
ment to pay Mr. Mangan. By the bye, 
@ paper ses that’e ’as also made hosiery for 
“‘all the crowned heads of Europe.” I 
ain’t much upin royalty’s ways, but I 
don’t think they wears socks an’ 
stockin'’s on their heads ! 










































































REMINISCENCES. 


‘‘ Five-and-twenty vears ago we sat on this very same spot a-ccurting! Time hasn't 
altered it a bit. Doesn’t it look the same to you, John, dear?” 


John (who feels uncomfortable).—‘ Yes, but we are not the same, that’s very evident.” 


— ———— 
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Coming Back. 


THE folks are coming back to town, 
And leave with deep regret 

The sea, the pier, the breezy down, 
And all the seaside set— 

The niggers with their “ chestnuts” old, 
The singer’s'wheezy notes, 

The harpist who seems gone to mould, 
The fishermen and boats ! 


The folks are coming back to town, 
And leave with a sad sigh 

The cash ma wanted for a gown, 
And children’s boots to buy! 

But still they’ve had a pleasant stay, When h 


4 


Although a trifle dear ; 


And all agree, again that way 


They hope to go next year! 


The folks are coming back to town, 
And Mary Jane looks sad ; 
Her lover, Robert, does a frown, 
And thinks what times they've had— 
The cosy suppers cooked with skill, 
A weary hour to pass, 
With Mary Jane at hand to fill 
His often-empty glass ! 


The folks are coming back to town, 
And Mr. Sikes looks glum, 

And seeks his carking care to drown 
In beer and “ goes’ of rum;* 

For biz. with him is-very siget 

ses are full up, 

| Especially if folks bring back 

A sharp-eared little pup! 
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Waftings from the Wings. 











Ow Thursday last at the Crystal Palace Messrs. E. J. Lonnen and 
John F. Sheridan brought before the public a new humorous and 


musical entertainment, with which they are about to electrify the 
provinces preparatory to a season in town. The producers claim 
that their entertainment is of a similar character to the universally- 


popular German Reeds. Allowing for the vast changes which have 


taken place in things theatrical since the decorous humours of 
“German Reeds” attracted suburban respectabilities to St. 
George’s Hall, this may be so; although we have a shrewd suspicion 
that if a German Reed audience of the seventies had been 
present on Thursday at the Palace, they would have con- 
sidered themselves plunged in dissipation of the wildest description. 


Other times other manners! The maiden aunt has revolted, 
and we have not the slighest doubt that Messrs. Lonnen and Sheridan’s 
entertainment will prove a success when it is domiciled in London ; 
indeed, what programme supported by two such admirable 
comedians could altogether fail? The sketches produced on Thurs- 

ay were perhaps a little too slight to require such strong support, 
but all that was to be done was done excellently, the leading per- 
formers being capitally. assisted by Mesdames Alice Lethbridge, 
Florence Darley, Kate Milford, Gracie Whiteford, and Mr. Charles 
Fisher. 


When Frollo the monk and the Widow O’Brien 

Go and spread themselves out to amuse Britain’s Lion, 
Expectation asks much, but is sure to get more, 

And the final result—well—it’s roar upon roar. 


No singer like Lonnen was ever yet heard ; 

No widow to Sheridan’s could be preferred : 

So when they take the floor, they are certain to take 
The crumpet, the biscuit, the bun, and the cake. 


And Fun, wishing well to all makers of mirth, 

Sees at once they are mummers of humorous worth, 
And he laughs till his sides they compel him to press, 
Till he’s only just breath left to wish them success ! 


The gentlemen who run the Empire are evidently masters of the 
gentle art of “ going one better.”’ ‘Our River,” the latest addition 
to their programme, should draw all London, and the provinces, not 
to mention the Antipodes. ‘‘Our River” is, to put it simply, a 
realised ideal of pictorial art. Designed by Mr. George Edwards, 
painted by Messrs. W. Telbin, D. T. White, T. Ballard, and the late 
Mr. J. R. Wells, and musiced by Mons. Leopold Wenzel, the silver 
Thames flows on from its source to its mouth with but one draw- 
back, encores are not allowed. The new and the old are admirably 
contrasted in the series of pictures. Henley, up-to-date regatta 
Henley, is followed by Hampton Court as it was in the time of the 
great Cardinal, and Old London Bridge gives place to Tower Bridge, 
till we are at last able to grasp how wonderful is the history and 
how beautiful the scenery of Old Father Thames. 





‘Our River’’ passed before my gaze, 
But, though ’twas passing fine— 
I shall regret throughout my days 
I had no rod and line, 
A “ Pennell Flight,’”’ you all must own, 
Might catch a mermaid handsome, 
And such a catch would be alone 
Well worth a monarch’s ransom.* 


(* Our representative, a gentle craftsman of the deepest dye, was, we under- 
stand, so carried away by the realism of the pictures that he was heard 
imploring the management to lend him some fishing tackle. We are also told 
that after this unreasonable request had been firmly but politely refused, the 
misguided youth was caught red-handed with a creel full of beautiful mermaids, 
who had obviously been “ snared.”—Editor, Fun.] 











A Varied Dish. 


At home things are listless and quiet, 
With no one to blame or applaud, 
But a varied and generous diet 
Can be found in the news from abroad; 
You can feed all your whimsies and wishes 
Each morn on delectable dishes, 
And your fanciful tastes can run riot 
On the highly-spiced news from abroad. 


First, the Sirdar has marched to the borders 
Of the far-reaching desert Soudan, 

And giv’n to the Froggie his orders 
To quit just as fast as he can. 

Then, in Crete there is trouble a-brewing, 

And the Sultan the day will be rueing 

When he broke from the hands of his warders 
Like a stupidly obstinate man. 


Sad trouble both outward and inner 
Is vexing the heathen Chinee, 

And Li Hung, that crafty old sinner, 
Is again at the top of the tree; 

On dit, this the final surpriser, 

That Marvellous Person, the Kaiser, 

Will shortly be eating his dinner 
Away on the plains of Judee! 








Not Much Mind. 


Sappy.— No, Kene, I tell you, I’ve changed my mind.” 
Kene.—* That’s the smallest change I’ve ever heard of! ”’ 





— a 














For Breakfast. 


amma 





Chocolat 





Sold Retall Everywhere. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 





Menier 


Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 
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